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Green Eyed Monster 


Despite the festivities going on around him, Dave was in no mood to party. He sat on the couch by himself, 
beer in hand, angrily glaring at the scene in front of him. He narrowed his eyes a little as he saw Cliff laugh 
heartily at something the pretty brunette beside him said. They'd been chatting and flirting for what seemed 
like hours, and they didn't show any signs of stopping soon Cliff leaned in close to the brunette to whisper 
something in her ear, and Dave swallowed the rest of his beer, crumpled the can in his fist, and stormed off 


to the kitchen to get another one. 


James and Lars were already in there, of course, talking to a small group of woefully uninterested (or maybe 


just drunk) women, when they noticed Dave walk in. "Hey there!" Lars exclaimed. "Cheers!" 


"Piss off," Dave muttered, yanking a beer clumsily out of its thin cardboard case and storming back out to the 
living room. He overheard James say something about "one of his moods again," but decided not to start 


trouble over it. 


By the time he got back, another party guest had claimed his spot on the couch. He sighed, cracked open his 
new beer, and began drinking, leaning against the wall and wishing he had another place to sit. He watched 


everyone having fun around him and scowled. The pretty brunette giggled, arousing Dave's interest, and when 


he looked over at her, he saw Cliff's arm resting on her hip. Cliff thought he felt Dave's eyes on him, but by 


the time he looked up, Dave was already staring straight ahead with a beer up to his face as usual. 


Out of the corner of his eye, Dave saw the brunette lean in to kiss Cliff, so he coughed loudly. She turned 


around, and he took her distraction as an excuse to interrupt. 


"Hey Cliff" Dave smiled with his mouth but not his eyes. He stepped between them, keeping his back to the 


woman. "I need to talk to you for a second!" 


Cliff smiled back at Dave uneasily and looked past him at the woman. "Uh." He couldn't think of any excuse not 
to go besides the obvious, and Dave blocked his repeated attempts to look to the brunette for help. 


It Il only be a minute!" Dave protested, grabbing Cliff's arm and pulling him toward the bedroom. As he was 
dragged inside, he held up his finger and mouthed "One second" at his confused prospect. 


As soon as the door slammed shut, Dave's smile vanished. He pushed Cliff into the opposite wall and held him 


there with the palm of his hand. "Who is she?" 

Cliff raised an eyebrow. "Her name is Ramonita, | think she's one of James's friends." 
Dave nodded, absorbing the information. "You like her?" 

"She seems rice.” 


"That's not what | asked you." Dave pressed on Cliff's chest with his palm, and Cliff started feeling somewhat 


uncomfortable. 


"Finel | do like her! She's cute!" Dave removed his hand and placed it on his hip. He stayed silent so that Cliff 
may continue explaining himself, but Cliff was having trouble thinking of other things to say. "| mean, did you 


see her?" 
Dave snorted. "| saw her all over YOU." 
"What's the big deal anyway?" 


"As long as she knows you're mine, there isn't one." Dave peered into Cliff's eyes, trying to coax a response 


out of him. 


Cliff's defensive mood quickly turned to impish amusement. He couldn't believe it - Dave was jealous! After 
everything he'd said, after what seemed like trillions of "We're just friends" conversations, after so many 3am 
post-coital goodbyes, Dave was actually jealous. Well, HI be damned, thought Cliff, trying not to smile. "That 


wasn't part of the agreement," he said stoically, cracking up on the inside. 


Dave took a step back. "What agreement?" 

"You know." Cliff allowed himself a little smirk. "To keep things casual and open?" 
"Right, yeah," Dave realized, crossing his arms. “Just.not her.” 

"Why not?" 

"Because." Dave opened the door and let Cliff pass through first. 


"Whatever." Cliff shook his head and rolled his eyes, giving Cliff a sly smile as he walked out. He didn't see 
Ramonita when he got back to the living room. 


"Hey James!" Cliff called out, eventually finding him in the kitchen, pinned to the fridge, making out with a tall 


homely redhead. He almost laughed out loud at the obvious resemblance. "Where'd Ramonita go?" 


James pulled away from the redhead with a bleary-eyed smile. "With Lars somewhere, or something," he 
slurred, not even looking at Cliff before kissing her again. Cliff cringed as they devoured each others' faces, 


and when he turned around to head back to the living room, Dave was right there in front of him. 


"Looks like you're stuck with me, huh?" Dave took both of Cliff's hands and began pulling him back toward the 


bedroom. 
Cliff rolled his eyes. "Oh nooo, what a shame," he lamented sarcastically. 


Once they were back inside with the door closed and locked, Dave pulled Cliff's arms around his waist. "Come 
here, you," he said quietly, pulling him in for a kiss. 


Cliff didn't remember the last time Dave kissed him like this, if he ever had. He remembered hurried pecks 
between thrusts and a quick kiss on the forehead before sneaking out in the dead of night, but nothing quite 
so drawn out before. He felt a different sort of spark behind this one, and when their lips parted and their 
tongues met, they both got goosebumps on the backs of their necks. 


Unsurprisingly, Dave was the first to break away. He cleared his throat. "Shall we?" he asked mischievously, 
gesturing toward the bed. 


They resumed kissing as they crashed to the bed, Dave's hands running through Cliffs auburn hair as he lied 
on top of him. His hair seemed softer than usual, and he toyed with the warm inviting waves between his 
fingers. Cliff reciprocated, pleased by the extra affection, and nudged at him with his hips. 


Dave took of his own shirt before taking off Cliffs and leaving a trail of bites down his lithe body. He pinched 
his nipple just to feel him squirm, and he pulled off both of their jeans and underwear. Even when they made 


love, everything was different, better, more intense. Every sound in the room seemed amplified, every 


sensation magnified. Cliff felt every thrust throughout his entire form, each bead of sweat traveling through 
his hair and plastering it to his head. He wrapped his legs around Dave's waist and his arms around his neck, 


his orgasm getting closer with each passing moment. 

Dave buried his face in Cliff's neck, sucking and biting the flesh between his neck and shoulder. He heard two 
long moans escape Cliff's lips before feeling his whole body shudder underneath him and go limp. A couple of 
thrusts later, his own orgasm overtook him, each wave rolling through his body from head to toe. Both of 


their hearts were beating fast and hard inside their chests, and their breathing slowly returned to normal. 


Cliff eased out from under him and started putting his clothes back on. "What are you doing?" Dave asked, 
rolling over onto his side and watching Cliff struggle with his shirt. 


"Going back to my room, remember?" Cliff's voice was hushed; he didn't know if anyone else in the house was 


awake. 
Dave knew what he was talking about, and he hesitated to speak. "You don't really have to do that" 
"Its no trouble," Cliff half-whispered with a smile in his voice. "I'm used to doing this." 


"You don't have to though," Dave mumbled, feeling slightly ashamed of how he'd treated him in the not-so- 
distant past. "Come back." He grabbed Cliff around the waist and pulled him back onto the bed. 


He pulled the covers over himself while Cliff tossed his shirt back on the floor and lied next to him. "Are you 
sure?" Cliff asked as he stuck his legs under the covers and pulled the thick sheets up past his shoulders. 


"Dead sure." Dave threw his arm over him and pressed his torso into his back. "Now shut up and sleep before 


| change my mind" 
Cliff smirked and closed his eyes. "Good night." 


Dave threaded his fingers between Cliff's, gave his hand a squeeze, and sighed in response before nodding off 
himself. 


